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NORTHERN DICTATOR. 


ö 1 A DIALOGUE between a HionL AND PrzR 
1 uud his Vaffals. 


Jovenai; 


E AR Hyde-park-corner ſoars a lofty pile, 

N The envy and the wonder of our i © 
The dome which does in pride excell; 
Where majeſty itſelf might chuſe to dwell. . 
In each rich pannel, of each gorgeous room, 
In paint, the Northern thiſtle ſeems to bloom, 
Whoſe ſtem, its pointed prickles proud to ſhew, 

Threatens to cruſh each creeping ſhrub below. _ 
Half India, each appartment ſeems to hold, 
Settees, chairs, ſcreeng—all rich with burniſh'd 


gold, | 
B 2 Where 


121 


* chandeliers diffuſe a radiant light, 
Reſtore the day, and Chace e away the ight — 
A firmament of an nether ſky. 


Here in black 7 is Northern tribes reſort | 


Where their mock-monarch holds his royal court ; 
In tatters ſome, and ſome in awkward ſtate 
Preſs, puſh, and ſhove, to enter firſt the * 


Ae dani Eile dicks bed, O 


Their viſiers grandeur all ſubmiſſive own, _ 
urge his n- abich ſame: haye call'd this 
rone, 

And ſee the ſhew begins—($) my merit ſmall, 

But as your bounty (Sir) is ſhower'd on all; 

Something for my paſt ſervice I may claim; 
Noble my birth and STvarT is my name. 

Well ea, roy roud, your orders to Falk, 

I battled firv or your Cyder bill. 

Confeiencey * warn d me to oppoſe 

The rigid cruel nag and join your foes ; 

But for my vote, fince I receiv'd the price, 

I fcorn'd; or minded not the jilts advice. 

B—Conſcience | a troubleſome unwelcome geſt; 

Bariiſh'd long ſince, from every prudent __ 

Warn'd at her peril never to reſort, 

Or dare approach the limits of a court; 

Saucy her freedom daring to control, 

Or dart her ſtings into a ſtateſman's ſoul; 

Long have I learnt her threatnings to defy, 

And what has ſh= to do with you or I? _ 

Each man, if wiſe; the prating goſſip lights, 

Scorm d or derided by our Winadſor knights. 

221 Advis'd 


4 


3 


+ 
1 

Advisd her canting idle tales to tell, 
To monks and hermits, dreaming in theif cel. 

As nature has my generous ſoul inclin'd, 2 
Like Heaven, to pity and to bleſs mankind; 

n'd my heart, extended wide my hand, 

To ſcatter plenty round my native land, 
Enrich'd with Britriſh gold I ſend you home, 
To turn each hovel to a ſtately dome; 


Of one poor manor ſearee poſſeſt before, 
This patent leaves you owner of a ſcore; _ 
The preſent gift, tho? ſmall, my ſecond letter 


May ſign your title to a farm much better. 


S—My honours, how has envious ſtate impair'd! 
A pedlar, heir apparent to a Laird? '' 
Beneath the ſcurvy load my ſhoulders crack, 
All my whole wealth, now lodg'd within this pack; 


Tis b and titles that your ſtate adorn'; 


O pity one, as nobly bred, and born! 
You muſt (dread Sir) my hapleſs lot bemoan, 


_ Unleſs your heart is made of ſteel or ſtone. 


"Tis little from your bounty which I ſeek, 
For cating—only one half crown a week; 
A chop of mutton for my Sunday's meal, 
The price, ah! much too high, for lamb, or veal; 
A garret for myſelf, my wife and heirs, 


In a thatch'd hutt, and up a flight of ſtairs. 


B—Faint not my friend—ſtill keep your hopes 
alive; a | 


Take this bank bill—on this you yet may thrive! 


This will your charges for a while defray; 
One ſhirt a week—and three good meals a day; 


The 
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The common fate of man you only ſhare, .. - 
Now fluſn'd with joy—now' pining in deſpair, 
Fortune, her favourite ſons does oft betray, 
As Gideon rich and beggar d in a day. 
Thoꝰ long the envyed minion of a crown, 
One year, one month may ſully my renown n; 
Break my white ſtaff, tear off my garter blur, 
And leave me as deſpis'd, and poor as you; 
Nay worſe - Whig ruffians may my all devour z _ 
And Wilkes's cell be mine, within the Tower; 
My deſtiny who has already read. 
And warn'd me Cer too late, to ſave my head; 
Whoſe quill has ſhatter'd all my paſt renown, 


And bruſh'd the faireſt brilliant from my crown. 


But 2 are thoſe who cringe and crowd. my 
3 eee e and beggars 


© Who trud dit from the Tweed, in hopes to find 
clin'd. 


Tour royal ſelf, to eaſe our wants in ws, 
s Bare rd we ſcrambled thro' your honour's 
—— 8 


For ſtockings we, nor our fore - fathers warez: - 
For ten long years, I waited (Sir) behind 
* Your chair, whene'er in ſtate you . ordin'd; 
To hold your filver baſon was my P c 
On my bent knee, whene'er youw 
<] ron and oiPd, and black'd your worſhip's 
| ocs, 7 2 — 
I curry'd your race horſes at the Meuſe. -. 
* Behind your gilded chariot long I fat. 
* When'er you drove about in royal itate; 
* To me you oft aſſigned the weighty ttuſt, 
o clean your George and Stur, when ſoil'd with 
ruſt ; | T | 
To 


* 


. 


d your face; 
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| Let kim be poor and 


| q 3 3 GE 
To paint the Seoteh device was my renown, = 
© The Thiſtle always plac'd above the crown.” 


Without three diſhes, ſhall or ſup or dine; 
ſhort or tall, - 
The Treaſury is mine —I feed em all; 

Fou in my royal kitchen ſhall preſide; 

Be you my of honour, when I ride; 
For you as rich a province is decreed ; / 
At Richmond-park, my deer and hounds to feed; 
Tour office more important from Verſails 
To fetch each week my ortelans and quails; 
Fou friend to Hungary muſt poſt away 
And bring me home a cargo of Tokay; 

A nobler function, Sewney, is your right; 
Keep you the emblems of my honour bright; 
© Around my knee and: boſom let em blaze, 

; —— ſting — foes with envy, as they Fae. 
4 e cover d waggons you prepare wi 

c To roll my treaſures ſafe beyond the T ; 
* Efcorted by a guard, conyey em home, 
All lodg'd ſecurely in my princely dome; 
Drive on, — on a- pace the 51 [ load, 
The ſenate elſe may ſeize upon the road. 


* 
- » 


Oh Ayleſbury—what viper haſt thou choſe, 
To ſtin — breaſt, and ä my ſweet repoſe? 
My vaſt renown who has aſunder ſplit, 

Nor left me ſcarce one dram of ſenſe or wit. 
A daring dangerous foe, my nation's curſe ; 
Old Satan's ſelf could hardly be a worſe. 
Yet let him print on, ſlaſh on, cut, revile, 
I ſtill am fafe, while youchſafes to ſmile. 
Alf due regard was paid ta martial fame, 
My merit may ſome ſhare of glory claim ! 


This 


1 


+31), 


This ſword was eur onde fe” 
Which left him ſpraw ling on the field, h 
A deed like this ſure claims a juſt renown, 
:2niÞ 10 cl 10 la eie nt od: 
What poor reſpect do Kings to valour Pay bel 
See me here ſtarving on a. groat a.dayh,..,;1 . 1 
Tho oft diſtaia'd, and dy d with hoſtile gore, 
This (word ſhall never fight their battles more, 
.B—And yer the Prince's: bravery, you muſt own; 
Who fought ſo nobly to regain. a. throne., , *. » 
Half his.;lov'd Scotland tears could not reſtraig, 
When the dear youth ſo boldly, charg d in yains 
. For his hard fate their ſorrow all atteſt 
= his retreat—and I, 8 77 the reſt * 
And who could blame me, if I ſhed a tear! 
One Stuart to another always dear. 


= 


Wich looks gute fad, his bonnet g'er his eyes 


To Britain's ruling lord a baron flies, : 
Who thus with tears ſure every check o 


While I recount the number of. my woes | lh. 


The laſt dry ſummer ſpoild my crop of gates - 
The laſt hard winter kill'd 1 goats; 
Whoſe milk and veniſon while the flock, remain'd 
Entire, myſelf, and family maintain d. 
O, may that cruel fate be never mine, 
Oblig'd, on turnips, and on tripes to dine! 
Fortune! how awful thy capricious po-Wer, 
How happy I, and wretched in an hour}... . - - 
Once fed in plenty—and reduc'd how ſoon, 
To dine without a napkin, plate or ſpoon. 
B—accept this order—l have nam'd the day 
My banker will the ſum, I mention, paß; 
At your. paſt loſſes then no more repine, 
This gift ſupports you, both to ſup and qine, 
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Sir Roger, my old friend, I kiſs your hand; 
My heart you know you always might command ; 
Some place at Court, I may preſume, you want, 
And nothing you can aſk, but I can grant; 

My power and intereſt (Sir) your ſuit ſecures 
Speak without bluſhing—and the poſt is yours 
Sir R—Title you know is but a gugaw vain, 
Without a fund its. honours to maintain ; 

The favour would be great, if you would grace, 
Your humble vaſſal, with a Teller's place ; 

His Majeſty, I fancy would comply 

With your requeſt—B—that majeſty am I. 

It one ſhould drop, or one of theſe reſign 

This rich department—call its profits thine ; 
When any of my friends my aid implores, 

I take 'em in by dozens and by ſcores 

For the king's fiat, Sir, you need not wait, 

I fign commiſſions—and my will is fate, 

Few honours purchas'd from the royal throne, 
No poſts, no titles—but from me alone; 

Nor I the firſt who have ſuch power attain'd ; 

For Stuarts long before have rul'd and reign'd; 
The gorgeous plume that does my temples grace, 
\ Deſcending lineal on our Princely race. 


Let Britons then my envyed ſtate revere, 
Submiſſive bow, when they approach my chair ; 
Our gracious monarch ſeldom knows the name, 
Of Generals, Stateſmen, rais'd by me to fame; 
One rules a province, one commands an ifle ; 
Lifted to grandeur only by my ſmile ; 
And who ſhall dare offend our Northern powers, 
When Canada, and half the globe is ours ; 

At home, abroad, by land, and on the main, 
Who, if provok'd, * vengeance ſhall reſtrain ? 
Sir 


6 4 12 R 


Sir R—Long may you reign ſupreme in fame and 
wer, I 
Each day Feth bleſſings on your friends to ſhower ; 
You the great polar ſtar, that ſhines to guide 
Our veſſels ſafe, along the foaming tide. 
- HAt greatneſs, tho” I never once aſpir d, 
Fortune has granted more than I deſir' d; 
SwelPd my renown with gifts and titles new, 
And my Green ribon changed into a blue; 
Lent me a power, above each Brittiſh peer, 
To take my ſeat—to rule, and domineer; 
Who humbly near my awful preſence ſtand, 
Now in, now out—and juſt as I command; 
Let Scotia then enjoy her juſt applauſe, 
To ſlaves in England, now preſcribing laws 
$—Five children and a wife, have I to feed, 
Yet ſcarce one ſhilling letr in time of need; 
One acre for potatoes, one for oats— 
Will theſe ſuffice, to fill ſeven craving throats ? 
In pity then your generous help extend, 
A wretch relieve, your kinſman and your friend; 
B—Whene'er I hear a penſive Scot complain, 
I catch his ſorrow, and ſhare his pain, 
In trudging barefoot, tho* your toes are ſore, 
Thro' dung and dirt, you ne'er ſhall dabble more. 
Soon in rich ſilks, inſtead of linſey clad, 
Your daughters each ſhall mount an ambling pad; 
Accept this purſe—'twill help your debts to clear, 
And pay your tradeſmen bills, at leaſt a year. 
Diſcharge what ſum is to your landlord due; 
And portion out your Kitty, Doll and Sue. 
No Scet ſhall of my bounty be bereft, 
chile the Exchequer has one ſhilling left; 
I am no poorer by this noble grant, | 
The Treaſury ſupplying all I want, 


- 


What?. 
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What ? tho' its heaps of gold flow in amain, 
It cannot fill ſo faſt, as I can drain! , 
But hark | whoſe penſive voice is that I hear? 
_ 3 (Sir) —a poor, but high- born 
cer! 
By friends forſook, N by cruel fate; 
X My birth and title, all my whole eſtate, 
Ho gladly would I change (my ſufferings note) 
My coat of arms for a good broadcloth coat. 
- Againſt the cold, this would my ſhoulders arm 
Better than Peerage, keep my boſom warm; 
B—Af preſent, -tho* you cannot higher riſe, 
Would'you accept a poſt, in the Exciſe ! 
XZ 1 own, tis little for a Highland Peer, | 
And hardly worth fix hundred pounds a year. 
Of greater honour, though you are deſerving, ' 
This may, I hope, prevent your Lordſhip's ſtarying ; 
For you and yours, each day procure a feaſt; 
Beef for yourſelf, and trotters for the reſt. _ 
= $—Muſt every other Scot your friendſhip ſhare, 
And of your pity, only ! deſpair ? 


** Amongſt your penſion d Favourites, I alone, 
Forgot, unnotie'd—bowing at your throne; 
Tho you in velvet, I in woollen dreſt, | 


One ſpoon once fed us - and we ſuck'd one breaſt 
If foſter brothers, then, may be allow'd 
Relations, of 'that honour I am proud. 
My mother (Sir) you hardly two foot high, 
Your elouts when fould, was choſe to wipe you dry 
How priz'd the favour, and how great the bliſs, 
Permitted oft your milk-white bum to kiſs; 
Soothing how ſweetly your pleas'd nurſe's pride, 
Whene'er ſhe ſtrok'd your little plump backſide ; 
Some pity, Sir, on her dear Billy take, ; 
Her ſon, oh think of, for his mother's ſake ! 

| 62-7 | B—Fret 
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B—Fret not yourſelf—beneath my foſtering care 
Baniſh all anxious thoughts—and black deſpair. 
Alliances are ſacred ; and one brother 
Should always look with pity on another 

At preſent,. will one thouſand pound avail, 
To ſet you clear, and free you from a jail; _ 
If for a greater ſum than this you ſue, | 
Confeſs me generous—ſee, I make it two. 


More lords, I hear, are thundering at my gate, 
And crowd and preſs, from me to learn their tate, 
The cloſe barr'd door none ſuffer*d ro admit, 
But who are foes, to Temple, Wilkes, and Pitt. 
All others have my free conſent to go, © 
To plot at Clermont, or to dream at Stow. _ 


Bowing Sir Gilbert next * in ſight, © _ 
A ſubtle, cloſe, intriguing Highland knight. 
Levees at Court enjoy his preſence moſt. 
Who keenly ſmells out every vacant poſt. 


With fawning looks, both hands upon his breaſt, 

Who thus his Lord moſt courteouſly addreſt. 

Sir 1 ſuit, I own, dread Sir, is ſomething 
bold! 2 ie | 

I have a ſon, not yet ten ſummers old, 

Tho? yet ſcarce able to pull down a trigger, 

The boy, pou know, each year 1s growing bigger, 


May ſoon his pop-gun and his bat throw by, 

And puſh with pike and ſword, as well as I. 

Could you a colours for the youth procure, 

For life, you make his future fortune ſure; 

He then might either fight, or run away— 

*Tis much the ſame—if he receives his pay. 

I hear a regiment has a Captain loſt; 

Ah, may I hope, my George may fill his _ 
ou'll 


[65] 


You'll find him (Sir) if e&'er the peace is broke, 


Fight like a Briton—hardy as an oak. / 


 B=-Your ſon's commiſſion ſhall be ready ſoon, 


Firſt with a pike, then grac'd with a battoon. 

In church and ſtate my power and ſovereign will, 
Spite of my foes, all yacancies ſhall fill. | 
More ſtill behind? —ſure, by his haughty looks, 
That ſolemn face I view, ſhould be a Duke's. 

He wants, no doubt, a penſion or a place, 

Some dignity, that may ſuit his Grace. 


. $—At your tribunal no mean Peer I ſtand, 


Who fill up every poſt by ſea and land; 

With thee” noble — I here attend; 

Nor doubt your zeal, to ferve a worthy friend; 
With your conſent, the Chamberlain's white wand, 
Would look moſt grateful in a Ducall hand ; 
Submiſſion to the throne I need not ſue; 
Without the Kings, your Fiat, Sir, will do. 

B— Three thouſand pounds advanc'd, the place 
ſecures, OY | 15 ee 
This in prompt payment —and the ſtaff is Yours. 
Merit or birth we ne'er regard the poſt 

Is always his, who bribes and pays the moſt; 

At calculations all of us are nice; | 

For Generals, Colonels, Captaing—fixt the price. 
In vain they here ſollicit, cringe, and fawn, 
Without a fee, no Prelate wears the lawn. 

All, all muſt fine, who are ſucceſsful here, 
From the low vile mechanic to the Peer. 


More ragged troops each other ſtill ſucceed ! 
Say, does my country none but vagrants breed ? 
One, on his knees, extending wide his throat 
For ſix-pence begs, to patch his greaſy coat; 
For leather ſhoes another does implore, 


For, ah! they both were made of wood before, 
Scarce 


r 


(44] 


Scarce able his ten ſtarving toes to hide, 
Inſtead of buckles, with a e ty'd ;. 

The ſhabby mantle o'er his ſhoulders th rown, © 
A ſoldier's ratter d trull ad bluſh, to p. 117 


This ſcene diſturbs meet if 1 we * 
Regent of Britain for another year WW. - | * 
Supreme in power, if ſtill allow 'd to ſit, 
Not cruſh'd by Holles, vor ay 'd by Pitt ; 
No friend of mine, if bor. beyond che e = = 
Shall want a jacket, or a bonnet nec. j ! 
Their bread ſhall be all wheat, inſtead of oats, | 4 
Their parks be ſtor d with deer, inſtead of S049; 
When ſumman'd to an audience in my. 
Wiggs e ſhirts clean, all beaux, and rib 
ant all. 
Each ſhall look ſpruce, genteel, well dreſs'd, polite, - 
And each Scorch! {quire outſhine an Engliſh 82 


| Pleas'd a raptur'd with their promig'd pay, 
JI 0o their thatch'd huts, all poſt and ſcour away; 

N New hats, new ſhoes, and jackets to provide, 
| And each.new ſtockings a his bare-legg'd . 
F | Expos d to every peeping eye before, 
1 But never, but on — to be wore, 
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ON THE 


REDUCTION and SURRENDER 
OF THE 
HAVANNAH; 

And conclusion of the late PEA CE. 


a Cori agiy wie 

tt ab oppreſid meritum gine 

Ingenio 3 læſo doluere metello, 
Fameoſiſor Lupo, Cooperto ver fubus . 7 


OR. 


When her degenerate Stateſmen gave away, 
f the rich fruits of all her battles won, 
In war triumphant, and by peace undone; 
Our laurels whither'd in their fulleſt bloom, 
Scotch thiſtles only left us in their room; 
Whoſe ragged leaves quite ſhadow our renown, 


B OM Britain's annals blot the fatal day, 
al 


For ever plac'd above the royal crown. i 
Dreaded no longer our late awful power, ſ 
How happy, and how wretched in an hour !|— | 4% 
Thoſe 
1 
| 
/ 
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TRY wreaths, to pong which our Generals 
bled, 

Tranſplanted now, 1 each rival's head; 
Our trophies earn'd by ſea and on the main, 
Baſely reſign'd to Gallia, and to Spain. 


Was it by fate, and angry Gods decreed, 
Near Moro's walls our valiant troops ſnould bleed ; ; 
With hoſtile gore their vengeful weapons ſtain'd, 
| Who fought, who conquer'd—and yet nothing 
ain'd; 
= Thoſe © plumes from their victorious temples tore, 
So dearly purchas'd by their wounds — 


4 i« £©d Mt 


F | 

| Say Bourbon could'ſt thou ever hope to find, 

| A foe ſo generous, ſo polite and kind, 

28 Thy blaſted fame ſo zealous to repair, MS 
i Trembling before, and chill'd with black IR | 

5 Thy richeſt iſles, no longer thine, detain'd; | | 

And half thy fleets in Britain's harbours chain'd ; 

Once thy defence, thy guardians now no more, 


Their chunders levell'd 'gainſt the Gallic ſhore, i 


How does it add, proud Scot, to thy renown, 
For a meer ſhadow, to reſign a town 
A barren clime, ne'er water'd with a ſhower, 
A Florida without a ſingle flower. 
Where famiſh'd Indians never plough nor ſow, 
All flame above, and burning Fan ds below; 
(Juſt fuch the bargain, and Juſt ſuch our 
For Scotia's hills to quit Dorfelian plains) 
Amidſt our triumphs, acting ſuch a part, 
Or weak thy head—or elſe corr my thy heart, 
Shall Britain with a ſmile thy wiſdom own, 


A brilliant barter'd for a Briſtol ſtone! 
Havannah's 


0 


Ir 
Havannah's towers, which now in ruins lie, 
Our braveſt troops may ſoon once more. def. 


N car her, ſtrong. walls, perhaps by fate decreed, 
That our bold youth ſhould fall again and bleed. 


On France unwilling longer to depend, 
Spain has in thee procur'd a kinder friend, 
ho ſtrives her faded glories to regain, 


Which her weak monarch ſtrove to guard in vain. 


Hoy oft does fortune ſadden our renown, 


And change her flattering ſmiles into a frown ? - 


The wreathes which the proud victor wore To-day, 
Snatch'd from his brow, the next may bruſh away 
Thus the bright ſun at eve thick vapours ſhrowd, 
Which ſhone the morn before, without a cloud, 


And faireſt flowers, which opening with the day, 


Lament, ere night, their beauties ſtole away; 
How have yon heavens our myſtic. joys perplext, 
This hour we conquer, and we weep the next. 
No laurels blooming on each warrior's head, 
While the foe Ts wg where the victors bled.. 
To diſtant worlds who often croſs'd the main 

To fight, ſubdue,—and ah! to die in vain. 


Was it for this, with martial ardour fir'd, 
In life's firſt bloom, that gallant Wolfe expir'd ? 
Deſtin'd alas! a thouſand dangers pals'd, 
Midſt bleeding troops, to faint and breathe his alſt; 
Why did the ſun, as now he fell, not ſnrowd, 


His orb in ſhades, nor weep behind a cloud! 


Aſham'd to view the hero from his ſky 

In life ſo brave, ſo unreveng'd to die; 

Tho' humbled each, oh! loſt, before he view'd; 

8 ſuppreſs'd, and Bourbon's pride 
u'd. 
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In vain, brave youth, you laviſh'd life for fame; 
Whoſe triumphs ſerv'd but to augment our ſhame ; 
With hoſtile gore in vain your weapon ſtain'd, 

If peace gives back, what once your valour gain'd. 

Thus rolling tides, no moment at a ſtay, 

Return thoſe waters, which they drain'd, ay. 

Our ſwords now cover'd with inglorious ruſt, 

When trembling Gaul lay proſtrate in the duſt, - 

Her N s weak nerves new ſtrengthen'd _ his 
oe, 

Aiding his arm, to ſtrike a deeper blow; ; 

With thirſt of vengeance prompts his 71 heart 

Again to act the ſavage tyrant's part. 

Our bleeding wars again to be renew'd, 

And conquer d France once mote muſt be ſubdu'd 


The manes of the We in . gain, 
Who — ſo well, on every hoſtile plain, 
Start wirft ſurpriſe, to view thoſe wreaths, all tore 
From Britain s brow, their ſwords had wor before. 
Penſive, in bowers of bliſs, they all complain, 
Their wounds were felt, and boſoms bled in vain; 
Scarce in Elizium, with one joy poſſeſt, 


Long fam'd, to leave their favourite iſle unbleſt. 5 


Tho? conquerors, her ſons in fables clad; _. 
The vanquiſh'd ſmiling, and the victors ſad. 
But hark !—the trumpets ſtrike each raptur'd 
car, 
And tell us Peace, a ſtranger long is near; 
Loud and more loud the thundering cannons roar, 
And waft the joyful news from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Our ſwords no Jonger now with ſlaughter ſtain'd; 
Grim Mars at length in brazen fette rs chain'd; 
While each tranſported heart, quite raptur'd glow $, 


T hat Britain now is reed from all her woes, 
2 Dor 


— 


220. 
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_ But ſay - does every eye atteſt its joy! 


ne; 
ne; Or peace abroad, domeſtic peace deſtroy ? 
42 Tho” bearing our thankfgiving to the ſkies - 
'd. The tower and all her guns, oft tell us lyes; 
| And while in triumph the gay court * appears, 
3 The penſive city may be whelm'd in tears. 
3M Our bloody wars now ended, ſee how well, 


his She ſtrives in zeal, and duty to excell! 
Each bellfry dumb, and each diſloyal ſteeple, 
i Without a peal, and ſilent as the people; 
art Rockets and bonfires no one ſtreet illume, 
"gl Cheapſide, one dark and melancholy gloom ; 
” The guns now roaring, as the Court commands, 
d. How quiet, and how ſtill the city bands 
No greaſy night- caps up the welkin toſs'd, 
To Fail that peace, recovering all we loſt; 
- Juſt thus a ſquib, while fluttering up the ſkies, 


- Cracks, bounces for a while—then ſtinks and dies. 


Say, why is all the tatter'd rabble mute, 

5 No bleſſing pour'd on their great patron B- te? 

. The guardian who their freedom has reſtor'd, 

"Fa Hiſe'd at the Change, and at Whitehall ador'd 
|S Ungrateful citizens! ah! hide your faces, 


Unworthy of your furrs, your chains and maces ; 


i No ſumptuous. ball provided at Guildhall, 


Unſhav'd, undreſs'd—behind your counters all; 


A few ſmall farthing candles, all the light 
From a few windows, this rejoicing night; 
No tower its ſweet harmonious changes rings; 


While owls the concert join, when Mallock ſings. 


| Bleſt Peace ſhort healer of our bleeding ſcars, 
The parent of more fierce deſtructive wars! 


No rejoicing in the City, the day Peace was proclaimed. 
| D 2 hich, 
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Which, ah! tooo ſoon, our dangers has renew'd, 
Each vanquiſſid realm, again to be ſubdu'd. 
See Dunkirk's threatening undemoliſh'd towers 
Still bid defiance to Britannia's'poyers; 
Gaut's fleets repair'd,- reſolving to regain, 

Tho? once our own, the empire of the main 


See Canada with ſavage legions ſwarms, © 
Whets her dread ſword, and points her poiſonous 
arms; WT Le a1. $4.4 pad 5 4 
View the fad ſcene! and tremble to behold, dey 
In blood and death our gaſping ſubjects rolPd ! - 
Each ſanguine vale th* unpitying murderer ſtains, 
Pour'd out in torrents from their guſhing veins 
With tortures rack'd, ſolliciting the ſky, -. 
In vain implor'd, the wretched power to die. 


See, from their lov'dretreats what numbers roam, 
In diſtant regions ſought a kinder home; - 
Famine and meagre want attend their flight, 
The moon's'pale glimmering orb, their only light ; 
No reſt in ſleep ; in dreams who ſeem to view 
Cloſely behind the bloody foe purſue ; 

No friend, their helpleſs ſufferings who bemoans, 


While ſavages enjoy their dying groans. 


See the ſad mothers, overwhelm'd with tears, 
Their infants bleeding on keen Indian ſpears; 
Each who ſurvives the ſavage tyrant's rage, 
Whoſe. ſighs, perhaps, awhile his wrath aſſwage, 
Pallid and faint, in death expiring lies, 

And on its parents penſive boſom dies; | 
While drop by yp low from its purple veins, 
Stream out, its feeble ebbing life's remains. 


- 


From 


d, 


1 
From our pacific ſchemes, ſuch, ſuch our joys; 


Since realtnsthewar had ſpar d, our peace deſtroys, 
Yet leagues eternal join each adverſe power; 


How long to laſt OREN for an hour ! 


due? 


Thy Peace: ſcarce fgn'd, which does our wars re 


new. 
See the fierce Indians W every bb, « 
In Britain's. blood their weapons to diſtain; 
Scalp'd — uring out their dying cries 
In ain, to and Wan ſkies. , 


RA 3 tho? ſuffer'd Jong to thine, 
England tho? loſt, yet Scotland till is thine ; 
That nurſe of yagrants,.the-moſt proper ſphere, 
For tyrants tq exult and-domineer. 

Yet ah! lament thy ſwift declining power, 
The ſmiles of heaven all changing in an hour, 
Suppreſs thy pride hat fortune gives To- day, 


The goddeſs the next morn may ſnatch away; 
From her firſt favourites oft does ſne reſume, 


The. e ſcaff, the 8 warriour's | 


plume;: 
The ſtar 5 ribbon free the ceneral wreſt, 
Now proudly wore and blazing on his breaſt. 
The keen broad ſwords, tho' long thy nation's 
boaſt, 
Blunted their points, their edges now have loſt; 
Feſtering the ſcars, and yet unclos'd remain, 
Once wept Celloden, on thy fatal plain; 
When William's ſteed exulting bounded o'er 
The ſanguine field, diſtain'd with rebells gore; 
The flying foes, impatient to purſue, 


Till well ayeng'd the heroe's whom they ſlew. 1 
| ut 


* 


-_ 


What: itianks; proud Scot,” are to thy condutt 
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n Britain's throne a Brit appear; 

His country's ſafety, honour beer, 

Preferring ** luſtre of his crown; 

2 tho his fleets his conqueſts wide extend, 
ate monarchs at his foot- ſtool bend 3 

Ler he hears his injur'd Iſle complain, 

He feels her ſorrows, and he ſhares her pain; 

Of every other glory tho' poſſeſs'd, 

Fear'd, by his foes, and by his ſubjects bleſs'd; 

Midſt all the luſtre; beaming from his throne, 

Its ſecret. pangs his boſom ſtill does own, 


His inward. peace, hich does each hour deſtroy, . 


To think one Britain lives without his joy. 
The royal diadem the ſovereign wears, 
To awe o_ world, the ſcepter which he beam, 
Imperial trifles— till he views his Iſle, 
Whenever ſad, again reſume a ſmile; 

With pitying zeal, exerting all his 

From everyeye to wipe the falling ſhower 
Whoſe anxious boſom does its pangs reve | 
To view, and wap thoſe wounds he cannot ny. 


Let then our hope, our jealous fears ſurvive Th 
Deſpair is 461 e monarch while alive. 
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Detraherere et pellam, nitidus, ud quiſque per ara 


Cederet introrſum_turpis? fen. 
+4 ws, Rilicidutn 2 | , 


Fortius & melius magnas plerunque ſecat ___ 


PHY rugged hills now, Scotia, meet my 


"eyes, 
Steep as the Alps, as towring Atlas high | 
Hither in crouds each morn thy bards repair, 
To fuck in, and imbibe a purer air; | 
No cloud or vapours on their ſummits ſeen, / 
With ſtomachs, like the æther ſharp and keen. 
Caſtalian ſprings, no more thy poets need, 
Inſpir'd as well by waters of the Tweed; 
With heavenly raptures which each boſom fire, 
Their bagpipes ſweeter than Apollo's Iyre! 
How ſoft, to dance when milk-maids they invite | 
How martial, when they rouſe thy ſons to fight! 

Yet ſee thy clanns in crowding numbers fly, 
To baſk in, and enjoy a warmer ſky; 


From 
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From North to South their eager flight purſue, 
In pye-bald jackets, and in bonnets blue. 


From huts, not lighted ane 1 
A hovel Ad — of a phone: "MK 
One ſmoaky room, a kitchen, 8 
A ones lodging, _ — _— z ; 
Where lovin ther they are 2 
The floor ki. 15 and. TT weir bed, 
Here each by each together grunt and ſnore, 
Nor wiſh from favouring Heaven one bleſſing 
more. 6 4 2 
Contented with their Boche, and homely fare, 
Skreen'd by two wooden ſhutters from the air. 


No roaſt meat here the curious taſte regales; 
Where fämine every meigre viſage pales; 
No veniſon,” by a greaſy Cook; mad dreſt, 
Where a large turnip is a Sundays feaſt; 


A dumpling added to enrich the cheer. 


A gawdy, for the proudeſt Highland Peer; 
On theſe her hungry nobles dine and ſup, 


Oatmeal their bread, the ſpringing well their cyp, * 


On whoſe bleak hills no pear or apple grows, 
The Autums product nought but crabs. and toes. 
No: harveſts waving on their barren fields, 
Three ſheafs of oates one acre | hardly yields. 


The lady of a Laird, Oh! ceaſe to mock, 
Who once a month, ne'er fails ta- change her 
ſmock; d ow 73 b tiginl 
Poliſh'd * ſkin, her hands quite clean and 
ſleek, * wee ee 
Waſhed in her tub, at leaſt three times a bk FL 
Her board, a joynt ſtool, nicely ſcour'd by noon, 
But ah! without a napkin, plate, or ſpoon, . 
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Our Jim four (wane ng. and ſome be- 
e 

Others in exile doom'd. to beg their bread; | 
But could our learned ſenators invent 

A Scot to plague, the ſoreſt puniſhment, . - 

An axe or gibbet would not fright his eye 


So much as doom'd at home, to live and die; 


The happy Fugitive, if forc'd to range 


In any other . would bleſs the change; 
*Twould be a bliſs, conſliain'd abroad to roam, 
Whoſe reateſt cure, is baniſhment at Howe, 
No ſunſhiae.to enjoy, depteiſ d with woe, 
Amit his barren Wildes, and hills of ſnow, 
Where Spring acer ſoules, where lakes but ſel- 
dom thaw, 
A barn his palace, and his pillow. ſtraw; 
No rugg or-blanket o'er his ſhoulders laid, 
Cover'd with nothing but his rugged Plaid; 
Us realm, how frugal; the expence how ſmall) 
hich ſerves for curtain, boulſter, quilt, and all. 
For geeſe are ſeldom known their down to ſpread, 
To ſoften or to wag a Highland bed; p 
No feathers bought, to-lull a Scottiſh eye 
In ſlumbers, if * fg is cloſe and dry. 


Barwick l keep back thy clanns from paſſing 
oer 

Thy bridge or never hope to ſee em more 
(In paradice once lodg'd, for who would dwell 
In ſulpt'rous flames, returning back to Hell?) : 
Doubly infected all the leprous train, | 
With their own country itch, and itch of gain. 
Half our rich iſlands, now by Gaul poſſeſt, ! 


With all her loſſes Britain had been bleſt, 


f Scotland deen reſign'd, among the reſt, 
E Remov'd 
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Remo d fir off beyond the Scythian ſnow s 
The Nile, the Ind; the Ganges, or the Po; 
Pent in the freezing, or the burning Zone, 
In any world—at diſtance from our own, © 
Secure our iſland then, and bleſt indeed, 

Had oceans parted us, inſtead of Tweed. 


The Dofrine cliffs once more arreſt my eyes, 
Where hills o'er hills, and Alps o'er Alps ariſe; 
Whoſe tribes the barren harveſt ſcarce maintains, 
And ill requites the ſtarving peaſant's pains; 
Each meagre tenant happy and content; 

In oatmeal, and in oates, to pay his rent; | 
Treaſures, his ſovering Laird preſerves with care, 
To carry to the — Highland Fair; | 


With joy returning, with two guineas dear, 


The product of his mannor, for a year. 

His noble ſons in a bleak garret nurſt, , 

Half _— half fed—and ſcrambling for a 
cruſt; | 

His bride much neater, who has ſhoes and 
ſtayes, q 1 

And ſtockings—to be wore on holy-days. 

When his three daughters, Bridget, Doll, and Sue 

For white clean linen, change their aprons blue. 


What does that black and owe ring cloud por- 


- 


tend, | 


Which threatens the afrighted ſkies to rend? 


EY it drives, the Tweed and Humbep 
aſt, | 1113 ien 1” FIT | 
To bel ſad Britain, on thy coaſt at laſt, 
Not a red fiery comet, blazing ofer 

Our heads can ſcare, or terrify us more; 

Denouncing as it flames, tho? diſtant far, 

To nations famine, peſtflence and war; 


See, 


©; Wy YE 
See from the North, what tatter'd legions throng, 
Like wintry ſnowers, by tempeſts drove along; 


greſs 


S 


1, ö 8 | 
Rapid their courſe—and G—ſb—1 leads the way; 
Uncloath'd, unſhirted naked to the knee; 
As rude, as rugged, and as rough as he. 
Deſtin'd by fate, and Heaven's malignant ſmile, 
Soon to controle, and lord it o'er our iſle; 
Whom ſervile Britain ſhould one day adore, 


A fame by wizards long foretold before, 


Nor ſtreams, nor boggs, nor rocks their pro 


Preſſing each other, ſee the vagrants roll 
Shoulders half bare, and ſhoes with half a ſole; 
Southward they pour along, and urg: their way, 
Where Englands Winter is a Highland May! 
Pads, Pedlars, Paraſites—ignoble names, 6 
Who battle now for George, and now for James, 
For their dear Charles now roaring out a ſong, 
Soon one to their right king—now right, now 

wrong; 

al, and treacheroug—falſe and true by fits, 
Juſt as the maggot bites, and humour hits. 


Britons! why envy'd your dictators power 
Why wiſh'd the long implor'd, the happy hour, 
By pitying heaven, and deſtiny decreed, 
To turn his ſtaff into a broken reed. 

What tho? not veſted with ſupreme renown, 
Subjects may act the king without a crown; 
Dictate new laws, preſcribe, direct, command, 
No royal ſcepter waving in their hand; 

Keep in, turn out and at their fo. ereign will 
Empty the nation's purſe, their own to fill. 


Hear, 
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Hear, and atrend his voice—* you poſt away; 
5 ay you, _ er at my throng' ever 


* To ſhare at once new titles, poſts, and pay. 
Gaily accouter'd now with princely vails,' 
Shirts to your backs, and breeches to your tails; 
* While each the others grandeur does admire, '- 
Their ragged wx waſh now 9 o nen 

attire s N 

« Our treaſury. you all _ ſoon behold,” | 

* Repleniſh'd with full heaps of Engliſh gold; 
* And guineas, which did ne'er before appear, 
© Save, in the _ of ſome wealthy Peer, 
Shall 292 

Ii 
* Nor . pay'd, to veiw fo odd 4 ſight; 
On your Boufetts, rich china veſſels rang'd; 


8 And all yours wooden Pom for Wer cn 


Poet! i in time, * refs thy angry ſploem i 
Tho” keen thy ſatyr, ſtatutes are more keen. 
A ſummons to the bar, one fatal Writ 
V+ 111 be too hard for twenty ſheets of wit. 
Be cautions. then, and'tremble at the laws, 


Arm'd with envenom'd fangs, and harpy elaws ; 


Tue d:ngerdeſs, to vent thy little ſpite, 
Againſt a Sovereign, than his Favourite; 

The one may pardon— but deſpair to live 
Uncruſh'd,—for *tother never will forgive, 

Till thou has felt his ſharp refentmenr's ſting; 
A Moxtimer more dreaded than his King ö 


" Guardians loft, muſt Britain then Janine, 


Is Heaven to ſmile upon her realm no more? 


*r | Her 


ſtrangers," and each Eye de- 


rere 
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; Her helm of ment to guide and ſteer, 
Say, can e no honeſt upright Peer? 
Or muſt we ſummon in our time of need, 
Some abler pilot, nurs'd beyond the Tweed; 

To waft dur Fleets beneath remoter ſkies, 
And guide em ſafe along, nen ſtornis ariſe, 
Shall generous noble Holles then complain, 
His zeal forgot —his treaſures ſpent in vain! 
The ſteady guardian of our rights deſign'd, 
True to his Prince tho“ to himſelf unkind. 
Plac'd or unplac'd, whoſe Country till ſhall own 
| Thoſe virtues, only to himſelf unknown. 
bo 85 in ſhades now veil'd, ſhine always 
right, yy 
And through a gloom ſtill dart a glorious light. 
' His beams yet unimpair'd, to us but one, 
His-early rifing, and his ſetting ſun; ; 
As Heavens great Orb, each eve when it declines, 
With rays more bright, and fairer luſtre ſhines, 
Tho? vapours for a-while his beams may ſhroud, 
It ſoon breaks out, and burſts the ſhatterd cloud; 
Reſumes its glory—drives the fogs away, 
And pours around the world a flood of day. 


Thy Patriot ſchemes by every voice approv'd, 
Thou, by each honeſt Britiſh heart belov'd; 
In fables while thy penſive Iſle appears, 
Once more, oh P——:r, dry up the nations tears! 
By thy wiſe councils, and thy zealous pains, 
Oh ſtrive to ſave our Empires poor remains. 


Thy faithful cou age dare again reſume; 
From the Scots brow, bruſh off his withering 
plume; a 
By thee retriev'd our Iſlands loſt renown, 
Add a new luſtre to thy Sovereign's crown; F 
22 , | G 


( 30-] 


Its antient glory then our realm ſhall boaſt, - - q 
When wiſdom has regain'd, what treachery loſt, 


As in the orient gem the flame is one, 
Both in the rugged and the poliſh'd ſtone 
Thus equal in each ſcene thy fair renown, 


When fortune ſmiles, and when ſhe wears a 


frown. 


Thy long try'd virtues in each change admir'd, - 


Shining in ſenates, or from Courts retir'd. 


Like thine, , thy rivals Tully's varying fate, 
Whoſe Eloquence oft ſav'd a ſinking ſtate ; 
Each Roman boſom not aſham'd to bleed, 
Curſing that voice, his exile which decreed. - 
Each grateful cheek a ſolemn ſadneſs wears, 


Witneſs'd by E ſighs, and guſhing tears; | 


The “ tribune loaded with inglorious ſhame, + - 
That ſtrove in vain Rome's guardian to defame ; 
Who, while ten thouſand eyes his loſs deplor'd, 
' Retir'd, lamented—and came back ador'd. . 


In vain does Cavendiſh to ſhades retize, 
Since Factions envy lifts his glory higher; 
In life's each ſcene, we view the upright Peer 
Belov'd, rever'd—and to his Country dear; 
Nobly rejecting honours from the throne, 
If, when enjoy'd, they ſerve to cloud his own; 
The ſmile of Courts, alluring to'the. vain, 
'The proud may doat on, which the wiſe diſdain; 


Thou, in each change of fortune, till the ſame, 


* 


tame; 
Thus vines, when cut, with richer juice abound, 
And gather ſtrength, and vigour from each 

wound. 


Whole ſtaff reſign'd, takes nothing from thy 


* Clodius. haſt 
Hal 


© 
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Shall Temple to his rural ſeat retire, 


Nor ſedates more his manly ſenſe admire; 
Deplore a guardian loſt, and Stow alone 


Enjoy the ſtateſman wanted near the throne ? 

In freedom fane tho' raptur'd to behold, 
Illuſtrious names, and ſages fam'd of old, 

Shall theſe his folemn thoughts. by turns engage 
The Solons, Scipio's, of à former age, © 

' Whoſe venerable buſto's ſtill confpire _ 
To warm his breaſt with their own patriot fire; 
Yet oh] when dangers threaten and alarm, 

Let Heroes dead, no more invite or charm, 
When Britain calls her bold and zealous friend. 


Cruſh'd by her. foes, her freedom to defend. 


Reſume. the patriot, then, and nobly ſtrive, 
To keep our half-expiring hopes a live; . 
Fear is a weakneſs, ill becomes the Brave; 
When courage might a bleeding nation ſave; 
Retrieve its antient fame and paſt renown, 

And add new luſtre to her monarch's crown, 
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